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All Roads Lead To. . . 


He dragged the back of his hand across his forehead again, pressing it in place as he peered into the darkness. 
It didn't help to limit his line of vision. He still had no idea what he was looking at or where he was. At times he 
thought he saw shadows but every time he moved in closer they were gone. Second glances gave him nothing 


but something else darting around the periphery. 


His hair clung to his face, heat soaking skin but also burning away at his insides. He wanted to wretch, hoping 
the unnatural fever would be purged, yet he forged onwards, his steps taking him deeper into the unknown 
world. At least that was what he decided on. How he got here he didn't know, only knowing that wherever he 
walked didn't take him to paths leading to light and sanity beyond. 


The dirt and stone underfoot scraped at his shoes, enough friction to keep him from slipping. The sound didn't 
help contort the distant noises, prominent that he could hear shrieks and moans and the occasional fragments 
of sentences, rushed and fervent. It wasn't until he recognised one of those voices that he startled, looking 


around then running in the direction of the cries. 


Jens stood bewildered, features tightening in an attempt to not let pain pierce through. It looked like he was 
straining to move, body budging and arms outstretched, but his legs remained pillars, solid and unmoving. His 


voice worked, pitching louder and louder as he yelled, reassurances and Tobi's name falling from his lips. 


His fingers were too far away and his voice powerless to draw Tobi towards him. He stood not too far away, 
searching with groping hands and doing a small circle in a rut that he created with his own feet. He started 
towards him, ready to veer him towards Jens but he withdrew as soon as he was close enough to take in 
Tobi's battered face. Blood was caked in his ears, dirty brown streaks trailing down his neck, flaking with every 
frustrated shudder that wracked his body. He thought he heard a moan but it was likely his own, Tobi's mouth 


bubbling with fresh blood. Bruises swelling to massive proportions prevented him from opening his eyes. 


Jens coughed from behind him, pleading for Tobi with a brittle voice. He started back towards him but green 
eyes went right through him, fixated on one thing only. 


Swallowing thickly he stepped out from between his friends. 


His next detour brought him almost bumping into Dirk. He dropped his hand to his shoulder, about to apologise, 
but jumped back when his arm jarred free, cracking from underneath the shirt and hitting the ground. 


Dull white bone shone in contrast to the dirt. He circled to face Dirk, not daring to touch him again, stomach 
twisting painfully at seeing his rakish body, all bone and no muscle, and definitely no skin. The flat planes of his 
face left gaps where his teeth and tongue should have been. For one second it seemed like empty eye sockets 


were watching him but they drifted down, regarding the one arm that still remained connected to him. 


He wanted to laugh when a strand of light brown hair slid over his shoulder, still leaving a good portion of his 


forehead bare. 


Wandering once again, knowing that Dirk wouldn't see him even if he offered him his arm back, he found 
himself approaching a set of drums. It wasn't the likes he was accustomed to, not built of metal and skins, but 
something more primitive. Wood and leather, thin and worn from much use, stood side by side, three waiting 
for their player. He wasn't surprised when Felix came along, sticks marked by their grain but polished down as 


much as possible in hand. Unlike the others he was smiling, flexing his fingers before readying himself to begin. 


A rhythm never followed, the stick enfolded by the leather, wrapping around it like thick oil, sucking it in 
without a sound. Felix frowned but pulled the stick free, moving onto the next drum. The stick sunk in again, 
dragged in until it vanished entirely. He pulled his hand back in time, blinking in surprise. He dragged his fingers 


over the surface of the drum, smooth and solid, not giving in around his touch. 


The third drum attempted to steal the remaining drum stick but with a jerk and a throw it landed on the 
ground. That too remained soundless but Felix thought he had a workable theory. He agreed to it too, smiling in 
encouragement when Felix brought his hands down, ready to beat the drums himself. Instead Felix managed a 


yelp when his hands sunk in, his arms sucked in until only his elbows were free. 


Their screams and moans echoed in his ears, a swirling mass of sound to the dance of shadows, small and 


large, bending and contorting around him. He clutched his stomach, heaving and gasping as sweat dripped down 


his neck and underneath his shirt. Someone cackled above while something crackled underneath, leading a path 
that smelled something like burning acid and sulphur combined. It was strong enough to bring him to his knees, 


gagging and coughing until he added his own poison and gave into darkness. 


